Christmas Number 


“Ye are of God, little children.” 
Kansas City, Mo., December, 1915 
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Mangered in a mother’s arms, 
Wee babe, Elizabeth! 
Heaven and earth’s united charms 


Blend in thee, Elizabeth! 


Star of Love shines over thee, 
Wee babe, Elizabeth! 

The wealth of God’s Infinity 
Is germed in thee, Elizabeth! 
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VoL. XXI DECEMBER, 1915 


MERRY CHRISTMAS TO YOU 


Mary BrewerTon DE WITT 


I found a shell on the sunlit shore 
It seemed to say with the sea’s own roar, 
““Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas, to 


I found a twig of the cedar sweet, 
In softest tones its seemed to repeat, 
“Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas, to 


I found a spray of the mistletoe, 
It seemed to whisper so soft and low, 
““Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas, to 


I found a sprig of the holly, red, 
And nodding away it gayly said, 
“Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas, to 


I found a stone in the sand at my feet, 
In fine firm voice it seemed to repeat, 
“Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas, to 


I found a toy that was lost and alone, 
It seemed to say in silvery tone, 
“*Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas, to 


I found a messenger here at my door, 


She curtsied, smiled and said as of yore, 


“Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas, to 


ALL 


you! 


you!” 


you!” 


you!” 


you!” 


you! 


you!” 
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EDDIE’S CHRISTMAS PLUM PUDDING 


WINNIFRED KINGSFORD 


DDIE had cried himself to sleep because the 
cook would not let him “‘muss” around the 
kitchen in his efforts to help her make the 
Christmas plum pudding. Nurse had been 
called and she and mother decided it was nap 
time. 

Just as he was beginning to dream, the 

door opens and a huge Plum Pudding comes 
rolling cheerfully into the room, and, with the jolliest laugh 
in the world, stops by the couch and says, “Hello, Eddie! 

Here I am again!” 

Eddie felt rather shy and tremendously excited, but 
he managed to say, “I didn’t know Plum Pudding could 
walk and talk.” 

““Oh, didn’t you,”’ answered Plum Pudding. “Well, 
we don’t often do it, but when I heard you crying because 
you couldn’t stay to see me made, I felt very sorry, because 
I knew~your kind mother would be troubled, so when Cook 
had finished me and put me in the larder I just rolled off 
the table and came up to see you.” 

“Oh, but won’t Cook be angry when she misses you?” 

““She won't know,” replied Plum Pudding, “‘because 
I'll be back again by the time she wants me. I’ve got a 
few calls to make, and I thought perhaps you'd like to come 
with 

“Oh, I'd love to,’’ Eddie said eagerly. “‘Wait until 
I put my dressing gown and slippers on. But, I say, won't 
you get dirty and cold>” 

“‘Not likely, I’m too fat to feel the cold, and when 
I go out I just shake these little feet out of my head,” said 
Plum Pudding, with another jolly laugh. And sure 
enough, after he’d given himself a shake, which made all 
the almonds and raisins rattle until Eddie thought he’d go 
to pieces all over the nursery floor, two little feet appeared, 
= he just skipped to the door and told Eddie to follow 

im. 

He ran so quickly that Eddie had no time to watch 
where they were going until they found themselves in a 
dark room, with no furniture except a broken chair and a 
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bed. A woman sat on the chair nursing a baby that cried 
all the time, and two other children about Eddie’s age sat 
on the bed. They all looked cold and hungry, and when 
the children saw Plum Pudding they almost cried with joy. 

“Come along, help yourselves,”’ he said, rolling over 
to them, and, to Eddie’s horror, they took great lumps out 
of poor Plum Pudding; but it seemed to make him laugh 
all the more, and when Eddie found courage to look for 
the holes in him, he was astounded to see them all filled up. 
On seeing Eddie’s surprise, old Plum Pudding said: ‘‘You 
wonder how that’s done, don’t you>”’ 

Eddie confessed he did wonder very much, and then 
Plum Pudding told him it was because he loved all those 
people so much that he gave himself to them, and he ex- 
plained that in the air, the sun, the moon and the whole 
great universe there was plenty of plum pudding to fill him 
up again, so that he could keep on giving himself to all the 
hungry children and people, but only if he loved them. 
And then he said they’d better run along to another house 
where the children had a nice bed to lie on and plenty of 
bread and butter, but their father and mother couldn’t af- 
ford to buy any plum pudding because some of father’s 
money had to go and help some other children whose father 
was at the war. They didn’t see Plum Pudding when he 
entered the room because they were saying their prayers, 
but he went up to the table and danced on his toes until a 
crack appeared in his middle, when he laughed and fell in 
two pieces. One half jumped on to the table, and threw its 
foot to the other half, which ran to the door, but by the 
time it got there it was whole again. On their way out 
Eddie begged to be told how it all happened, so Plum 
Pudding told him they’d better get back to the nursery, as it 
was too late to go anywhere else, and then he’d try to ex- 
plain things to him a bit. They ran so quickly that they 
were back in the nursery in no time and Plum Pudding 
jumped on to the table while Eddie snuggled up into the 
bed clothes. 

““Now, my boy,” said Plum Pudding, ‘‘you know 
you've got a heart, don’t you?” 

““Yes,”’ Eddie said, “it thumps when nurse is cross.” 

“Well, sonny, if you just loved your nurse she'd 
never seem cross. ‘There’s a great big heart, bigger than the 
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world, bigger than everything you know or have ever heard 
of or seen, and its just full of Love, and waiting and long- 
ing for little boys and girls and men and women to come 
and help themselves. Then you'd ‘be so full of love that 
you'd want to give it away to everybody else, and you'd 
forget that you wanted things for yourself, because you 
loved to give them to those other children. Then the Big 
Heart would say: “That little boy must have some more 
of all these good things, because he’s giving so much happi- 
ness and joy to others. He loves all those other boys and 
girls so much that he must always have plenty to give away.’ 
Just in the same way that you saw me filled up again when 
I'd given myself to those children tonight.” 

““But why can’t all the other little boys and girls help 
themselves, and be happy?” asked Eddie. 

“Just because they don’t know about it, boy. But, 
now you know, you'll be able to teach them, and you'll 
find everybody growing so happy that there won't be 
any time to be cross, and all the tears will be dried up by 
the sunshine of Love and great joy. Whenever you meet a 
boy or girl who seems disagreeable you'll just say to your- 
self, ‘He doesn’t know about the Big Heart, but I’m going 
to show him where to find it, and then he’ll love me as I 
love him now.” And now, boy, I must toddle off to the 
kitchen, and let Cook put me into the pot.” 

But Eddie couldn’t bear that, and cried out, “‘Oh, 
don’t go, Plum Pudding; it’ll hurt your horribly!” 

Plum Pudding gave one of his great big hearty laughs 
and said, ““Why, Eddie, it’s very great joy to know that 
everybody will love me so much that they'll eat me, and 
Cook will love me because I’m so good that everybody will 
love her for making me. So you see, boy, it’s love that 
makes this old world a happy place to live in after all, and 
the more love we can give to others the happier the world 
will be. No more terrible wars, boy, when the Big Heart is 
known and understood. Try it, boy, and when next Christ- 
mas comes around you'll be able to say you've taken a lot 
of dear people to the Big Heart, and they always ask for ‘ 
more and more love when they learn its wonderful power, 
and there’s always more—no matter how much is carried 
away. Good-night, boy.’”” And Eddie saw Plum Pudding 
roll through the door just as he heard his mother say, “But 
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nurse, he’s been asleep so long I can’t understand it; oh, 
his eyes are just opening. Why, my small son, mummy 
thought you were never going to wake up. What a long 
sleep you’ve had!” 

“Yes, mummy, it was Plum Pudding,” said Eddie, 
looking all around him. ‘“‘Where is he?” 

: “‘Darling, you've been dreaming; come and sit on 
mummie’s knee and tell her all about it.” 

So he snuggled up into his mother’s soft, warm arms 
and told her all about Plum Pudding, and when he looked 
up at the end he thought his mother’s pretty eyes looked 
very bright and shiny, and her voice sounded a bit odd when 
she said, squeezing Eddie very tight, ““That was a very 
beautiful dream, darling, and there are many big children 
who would like to learn about the Big Heart. I think we'll 
begin tonight, and try Plum Pudding’s method. And what 
do you say sweetheart, if early tomorrow morning you and 
I go out and try to find some of those other children you 
visited in your dream?” 

“Oh, mummy, mummy, will you really come? It will 
—— if we can make them happy like Plum Pudding 

id. 

“Well, darling, we'll try and we know that Love 

leads the way to a happy Christmas.” 


“My dolly hung her stocking up, 

And Santa filled it full; 

There were some nuts and sugar plums, 
And a pretty gown of wool. 

The sweetest lace-trimmed handkerchief, 
And a painted china set; 

Did vour dolly hang her stocking up? 
What did your dolly get?” 


Santa’s moved headquarters, 
And here’s the funny part— 
He’s beginning operations 
In everybody’s heart. 


Christmas’ll be so common 
We'll have it every day, 

And folks’ll just be giving 
Everything they have away. 
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OUR CHRISTMAS TALK 


HE Christmas idea really began in the ‘days 
of eld,” long, long ago, with a people who 
lived so close to the heart of nature that they 
shared in all the comings and goings of the 
seasons. It is about this time of year, at the 
winter solstice, that the great sun-god whom 
they worshiped as the father of all growing life, turns about 

his glowing chariot and starts northward to call forth again 
the imprisoned forces which bleak Winter has held locked 
in the caves of earth. 

The thrill of his coming pulsates all nature, and deep 
down amid the roots and juices of the dark earth, Spring, 
sweet baby Spring, with all her greens and buds and blos- 
soms is being born. And these nature people of the North, 
sharing-in the joy and thrill of the quickening impulse a-stir, 
feast and revel and give gifts because of the wonderful 
Spring that is being born to them in the manger of earth. 

There was also another people in the long ago, who 
looked back of nature and conceived of the one great 
Source from whence came all created things. These people 
felt a longing for something deeper and more satisfying than 
things of sight and sense. They glimpsed a Life greater 
than the one they knew, that should satisfy the yearnings of 
their heart and soul, and their poets sang and their prophets 
prophesied of a time when their great, true God should re- 
veal himself in human form. 

So the time was long foretold when there should be 
born to this people a wonderful child who should be the 
embodiment of the All-Knowing One and bring to them the 
knowledge that should free and bless. 

So it came about, some twenty centuries ago, when the 
sun-god turned his glorious chariot northward and the thrill 
of his coming quickened the root-life and the sap-life of the 
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baby Spring born deep in the caves of the earth, that the 
miracle of the promised Babe was wrought and lo! the 
Christ was born, and man’s expectations were fulfilled in 
God’s perfect expression. 


There have been many beautiful legends concerning 
the good Saint that makes happy times for people at this 
season of the year. Some call him Santa Claus; some, 
Kris Kringle; but it does not matter what we call this glad 
thrill of loving which comes to our souls at this time of the 
year, for we know that it is born of the sweet Christ Love, 
and we are coming to know that this good impulse need not 
hide itself the rest of the year, for we need Love and Loving 
just as much in July as in December. And this is what 
let’s do—keep the good Santa busy all the year round, and 
not let him get locked up in the North Pole any more. 


There are Christmas stories a-plenty in our Christmas 
WEE WispoM, and lots and lots of room for our Christmas 
Party. Surely our Boosters and Wisdoms could not have 
caught the Christmas thrill in time to satisfy the early de- 
mands of our printers, for there has been no great rush of 
letters as yet. 


How do you like our Christmas cover? It was made 
for us by our old-time Wee, “Billy.” We must not call 
him “Billy” any longer, for he has made a place for him- 
self in the world of art, and they call him Wilmot. He 
has interpreted beautifully the idea for which WEE WISDOM 
stands—‘“The Perfect Child,” an ideal which shall even- 
— draw to itself all the children of all the nations of the 
earth. 


There was never a time when Christmas bent so lov- 
ingly low over the cradle of earth as now. 

There was never a time when the Christmas song— 
“Peace on Earth, Good Will to Men,”’ sounded so sweet 
as today. And we know why! It is because we are 
finding out about this inner Christ, and giving his sweet life 
a manger in our hearts. Now would be a good time for us 
all to sing together the little song on the back cover, ‘“The 
Christ-Child.”’ 
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COMRADES THREE 


Litutian Foster 


Three little Brownies danced away 

Out of the forest-depths one day; 
Danced away in the glad sunlight, 
Merrily skipped in pure delight, 

Three little Brownies blithe and gay. 


Some one asked of the comrades three, 

“‘What are your names, you Brownies wee?” 
“Brownie Contentment, me you may call,” 
So said the foremost Brownie of all. 

Dancing and laughing, gay as could be. 


“I am Good-Temper,”” the-second one said, 

Nidding and nodding his dear little head. 
Skipping and laughing in uttermost glee, 
“That is the name my neighbors give me?” 

“IT am Good-Temper,” the smiling one said. 
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““Gay as a lark, and blithe as a bee, 
Full of glad frolic and infinite glee; 

Eyes ‘full of twinkle, and lips full of song, 

I know the name that to you must belong.” 
“Joy is my name,” said the third Brownie wee. 


SIR SMILE-UPS AND THE GIGGLE-TOOTH 
TREE 


TiwoLce WINKs 


Sir Smile- — sprang from out his bed and stalked away 
in glee, 
He was anxious now, to find the far-famed Giggle-Tooth 


Tree. 

“So, ho!”’ said Smile-Ups, “I must fetch a Giggle-Tooth 
for Nan, 

One, or a couple for Pasty, and one 
for a new little man. 

For, Patsy’s mouth is gaping, and the 
baby has no smile; 

It worries his mother quite a bit—he’s 
crying all the while.” 
Giggle-Tree clapped a thousand hands 

as Smile-Ups came in sight; 
Each tiny tooth began to grin with all 
its little might. 
Sir Smile-Ups filled his pockets clear 
full up to the brim, 


Sin dips 


But, when he went away from there, the tree called after 


im: 

“Sir Smile-Ups, pray don’t mix them, or, there will be no 
smiles, 

The longest one’s for Susan, dear, the short, for Baby 
Miles.” 

““Now, wouldn’t that be funny?” cried Sir Smile-Ups, 
laughing long; 

“Do you suppose they'd smile up right to fasten them on 
wrong > 

I dare not, dare not, try it, or, Tiddle de Winks would say, 

** *T’ll not record another word about Sir Smile-Ups, gay.’ ” 
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THE CHRIST CHILD 


N. W. KEIGHTLEY 


1T WAS Christmas Eve. A beautiful, white 
carpet of snow covered the earth, bells were 
ringing, and crowds of people with happy 
faces hurried through the streets, carrying large 
bundles of toys and Christmas gifts in their 
arms. Every home was lighted up and decked 
with holly wreaths and mistletoe; and shouts of 
merry laughter came from within as the chil- 
dren danced around Christmas trees laden with, oh! so many 
mysterious packages and hung with gold and silver streamers 
and tiny lanterns, making everything look just like fairyland. 

In a small house on the side of the hill lived little Nan 
and her brother Ted, with their mother. They did not have 
a beautiful Christmas tree like so many of the other children 
in the big houses further up the street. But good old Santa 
Claus had not forgotten them, by any means, and they sat 
curled up on the window seat of their cosy little home, play- 
ing in great glee with the toys which were just what they had 
wished for. 

Suddenly, through the frosty air came the sounds of 
sweet singing, and looking out the children clapped their 
hands with delight as a band of carol singers stopped right 
outside their window and began to sing. ““While shepherds 
watched their flocks by night,” and “Christ is born in 
Bethlehem,” they sang, and then they passed on to the 
next house. 

The children sat gazing after them in silence for a 
few moments, and then Nan turned to the gentle little 
woman who had been watching them with loving eyes. 
““Mother,”’ she said, “I wish the Christ child could be born 
now instead of so many years ago, and then we could all see 
him and know him.” 

“Yes,” said Ted wouldn’t it be grand 
if we could have the grown-up Christ with us, so that he 
could heal all the sickness and sorrow in the world, and 
nobody would suffer any more or be in want?” 

“Darlings,” said the mother, as she drew each child 
close to her, “there is a manger in every one of us where 
the Christ child may be born, and this manger is our hearts. 


WEE WISDOM I 


If we follow the star of Truth, it will lead us to the place 
where the Christ child is; and when we find that place, the 
Christ child will grow in us until all sickness and sorrow 
will be healed. There is no want or suffering where the 
Christ child lives, and some day everybody will follow the 
- wonderful star of Truth, and be led to the place where they 
will find him. Christ, the child, is always with us, and 
Christ the healer is always with us too, but we must each 
one follow the star until we find him for ourselves.”’ 
Again the sweet voices of the carol singers came faintly 
from without, and the children, with shining eyes and eager 
faces, sang with them, 


“*Hark, the Herald Angels sing, 
Glory to the new born King.” 


HONEYBEES 


Be gentle. 
Be kind. 
Be loving. 
Be courteous. 


Be faithful. 
Be strong. 
Be just. 
Be thoughtful. 


Be tearless. 
Be honest. 
Be generous. 
Be forgiving. 
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SANTA CLAUS AND MRS. POLAR BEAR 


FLoreENcE Pomeroy RaasB 


AMMA, I wish you would tell us a new Santa 
Claus story. We've heard about his reindeer 
and his sleigh, his spyglass and his toy-shop, 
and now we would like to hear something more 
about him.” 

“Well, let us see,” said mamma. “Did 
I ever tell you about Santa Claus and his 
polar bear?” 

“Oh, no; but we'd like to hear that story.” 

“Al right. Bring your little chairs up close and I'll 
tell you all about it. 

““One day Santa Claus took a long walk, and when he 
was about three miles from home he came to a huge ice- 
berg; and at the foot of it what do you think he found? A 
great big polar bear lying there with her leg broken. Santa 
Claus talked to her kindly, patted her head, and bound up 
her leg as best he could with two handkerchiefs. Then he 
went to a place near by where the ice was thin and caught 
some fish for her to eat. After that Santa Claus fed her 
every day until she was able to walk, and by that time she 
was so tame that she would follow him around like a dog. 
As her leg grew stronger she gradually went farther and 
farther away from home, but she always came to Santa 
Claus’ house every morning to be petted and fed. 

“One day, about six months after that, Mrs. Polar 
Bear failed to appear at the usual time. All day long Santa 
Claus watched for her, but she did not come. At night 
when he went to bed, he said to himself, ‘If my good friend 
doesn’t come for her breakfast tomorrow morning, I shall 
go and look for her. She may have hurt her leg again.’ 

““Very early the next morning Santa Claus went out to 
look for Mrs. Polar Bear. He walked miles and miles, but 
could not find her. He kept up his search every day for a 
week. He-often found bear tracks that he thought were 
hers, but he never saw Mrs. Polar Bear herself. But when 
he went out on the ninth day, he saw her coming across the 
snow; and what do you suppose she had with her? Two 
of the cutest little white cubs you ever saw. As they 
waddled along they looked like two big snowballs trying to 
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walk. Santa Claus went right up to Mrs. Polar bear, and 
putting his arms around her neck, said, “Oh, what a fine 
present you have brought me this morning! I love you better 
than ever now.’ Mrs. Polar Bear seemed to understand 
_him, for she looked very proud and happy. 

“That afternoon Santa Claus went out for a long 
walk. To his surprise he met a man dressed in furs from 
head to foot and carrying a gun and a big steel trap. The 
hunter said to Santa Claus, ‘I came up here to kill or 
capture some wild animals. I’ve found tracks in the snow 
of a big bear and two cubs. I want to get them alive if I 
possibly can. Could you tell me where I would be most 
likely to find them at night?’ 

“‘Santa Claus answered sternly, “Yes, sir; I know all 
about that polar bear and her cubs, but you can’t have them 
because they are mine. I’ve petted her and taken care of 
her for nearly a year and nobody shall take her away from 
me now.” 

“The hunter answered, ‘Oh, if she belongs to you, 
Santa Claus, of course I won’t touch her; but if I could 
take her and her cubs back to New York with me, it would 
mean hundreds of dollars in my pocket. I'll give you a big 
price if you'll help me capture them.’ 

“* “Indeed, I wouldn’t part with them for any price 
you could name,” said Santa Claus. ‘She is my best friend 
up here.’ 

“‘So the hunter went away disappointed. Mrs. Polar 
Bear must have seen the strange man with the gun and been 
frightened by his looks, because she came back to Santa 
Claus’ house and was. waiting at the door when he returned 
from his long walk. Santa Claus patted her head and said, 
‘Don’t you worry or be afraid. I won’t let anybody hurt 
you or your little ones. We'll go out where my reindeer 
stay at night and I will fix a nice little house for you where 
you will be perfectly safe.’ 

“*So Santa Claus scooped out a big hole in the side of 
an iceberg and covered the floor with lichens. Mrs. Polar 
Bear stood watching him, and when it was all ready she 
crept in and the little cubs cuddled down beside her. They 
slept in this nice warm place every night until the little cubs 
had grown big enough to take care of themselves.” 
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A SANTA CLAUS WORKSHOP 


fi. I ND what do you suppose this especial workshop 
ae was like? And whom do you suppose the 
Santa Claus was? 

It started out just a cheery kindergarten 
schoolroom full of happy little boys and girls, 
with a teacher who had not forgotten how it 
felt to be a little girl just before Christmas. 

It was three weeks before Christmas now, 
and the happy children sang: 


“Oh, clap, clap the hands and sing out with glee, 
For Christmas is coming and happy are we. 
Now swift o'er the snow the tiny reindeer trotting 
And bringing good Santa Claus near.” 


Every little face was radiant, for every little mind was 
busy with visions of well-filled stockings, drums, balls, carts, 
doll, carriages, ships and hosts of other coveted toys. As 
this wise ‘and loving teacher looked upon these little devotees 
of Santa Claus, she felt how necessary were songs of this 
kind to express the joy and expectancy that glowed within 
these little hearts at this time. The children were soon 
singing: 

“Will he bring us soldiers fine, 
Marching in a splendid line, 
Gun and cannon, sword and drum? 
I can’t wait until he comes!” 


Then this beautiful teacher thought how much sweeter 
would be the joys of these little ones to forget self in learning 
the lesson of making others happy at Christmas time. So 
by careful questionings she led them out to find a pleasure 
unshared was no pleasure at all, so that John who had won- 
dered if Santa Claus wouldn’t bring him a foot-ball spoke 
out and said, “If Santa does bring me a football I shall 
have such fun playing with Tom and Harry who have 
none.” So the children’s happy ‘little thoughts turned to 
thinking how gladly they would share their plays with others. 
Then the teacher told them of a little boy who played 
Santa Claus and gave away his most dearly loved toys to 


another boy who had no Christmas gifts. As the children 
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listened to this account of the boy’s struggles as he tried to 
be unselfish, and remembered how happy it would make the 
other little boy to have these precious toys, there were tears 
in many little eyes and admiration passed over the wee faces 
for the hero who had conquered selfishness. After the story 
-was finished the hushed silence was broken by a child’s 
whisper—“‘/ wish J could be a Santa Claus.” Then all the 
dear little hearts were afire with the desire to be a Santa 
Claus and to do something for somebody, and that’s how the 
kindergarten room became a Santa Claus Workshop, and 
that’s why little willing hands went to work under the loving 
teacher’s directions. 

One little boy said to his mamma, ““Why, mother, | 
can’t stay home if it is cold and muddy, for I’m a little 
Santa Claus, and I shall need all my time to finish my work 
for Christmas.”” Another little Santa who was busy with 
something for his mamma, was asked if he had told his sister 
about his plans. “*No,” he said, “‘her’s too telly; her 
would tell mamma and spoil my ’sprise.”” How the dear 
little fingers tried to keep clean, and how well they suc- 
ceeded, so that the dainty work was kept unsoiled! If there 
were mistakes made, how patiently the little Santas took out 
all the wrong stitches and put in true ones! How willingly 
they turned in and helped each other! Such happy times 
as there were in that workshop, and while the children 
worked upon their gifts during the kindergarten hour they 
listened to stories or sang Christmas songs, and when they 
had become filled with the true Christmas spirit their teacher 
told them of the birth of Christ, and every little hand in 
the room was quietly folded and the only sound in the room 
was the teacher’s voice. Then she hung before them the 
picture of the Sistine Madonna, and in the sweetest voices 
the children softly sang: 


“Once a little baby lay 

Cradled in the fragrant hay, 
Long ago on Christmas. 

Stranger bed a babe ne'er found, 
Wondering cattle stood around— 
Long ago on Christmas, 

Long ago on Christmas.” 


—The New Crusade. 
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HEAVENLY PRAYER 


Cornevia Pautus (age 12 years) 


Loving Father, I love you; 

Help me to be kind and true. 
Guard me in the paths of life, 
Help me through each daily strife. 


Help me do the thing that’s right; 
Make my heart all pure and white. 
Guard me through the night and day, 


Wash my every sin away. 


Help me, Father, so I pray; 

Guard me through each night and day. 
Let all hearts be warm and bright; 
Let all do the thing that’s right. 


LITTLE CARRIE’S SANTA CLAUS 
Mrs. M. J. THurssy 


LITTLE Carrie LeRoy’s return from 
school the day before Christmas, she came 
bounding into her mother’s room, clapping her 
hands, and with a hasty kiss, cried: - “Oh, 
mamma, it is all in bloom for Christmas! And 
Sadie has the medal too; I am so glad!” 

“*My darling, who is Sadie, and why are 
you so full of joy for her?” 

““‘Why mamma, don’t you member? Decoration Day 
time, teacher asked us to bring flowers, and Sadie, a poor 
little girl, brought a tiny little vine in a pot, and when Sadie 
gave it to Miss Comfort, she smiled at her, and it made her 
seem so glad; some of the girls made fun of it, but I said to 
her, ‘Don’t you mind, maybe some day yours will be big- 
ger’n theirs;’ and it has, mamma, grown away up over the 
window, and just full of flowers. "Member? And now, 
mamma, dear, may I invite Sadie to spend Christmas with 
me? She is so nice and so poor. You know I wrote to 
Santa Claus to bring me lots of things, and I will divide 
with her; mamma dear, say yes, quick!” 

““My darling, yes, you may ask your little friend, and 
I will go with you to find her.” 


A 
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“Thank you, mamma; I asked Sadie the other day 

where she lived. I am glad now I did.” 

ey soon found Sadie’s home, and on ringing the 
bell, she came to the door, surprised to see Carrie and her 
mother. 

“Sadie, I have come for you to spend Christmas with 
us,” Carrie said. Just then Mrs. Converse appeared at 
the room door, and Mrs. LeRoy cried out, ““Oh, Helen!” 

““Carrie!’’ exclaimed Mrs. Converse, Sadie’s mother. 
Then Mrs. LeRoy said, ““Oh, Helen, why have you been 
so near me, and not let me know; but never mind now, you 
must come with me; I need you today, to help me make 
pretty things for Santa Claus. Do you remember how I 
used to long to make the lovely things you used to know how 
to make? You will come with me now?” asked Mrs. 
LeRoy, in a pleading voice. 

““Yes, my dear, I will; it seems like a dream,” an- 
swered Mrs. Converse. 

Christmas morning, when the tots opened their little 
eyes, there right before the bed, were two “beauty” dolls 
with their little hands reaching out to them. 

“Sadie!”’ cried Carrie, Claus!” and springing 
out of bed she caught one in her arms and ran with it to 
a “‘He has brought two, just alike; wish I could kiss 

im. 

Sadie gave her doll a hug, and it said, ““Mamma;” 
she looked so surprised, Carrie just screamed with laughter, 
and what a joyous time they had all day long! 

Christmas evening, as they were sitting before the 
bright drift-wood fire, Mrs. Converse, with a loving smile, 
said to little Carrie: ‘‘My dear, I think we have had more 
than one Santa Claus this Christmas. Dear old Santa, and 
you in your loving kindness to Sadie, have been a dear little 
Santa Claus to your mamma and myself. Like Sadie and 
her tiny vine at school, you were giving more pleasure than 
you knew.” 

chimed in Mrs. LeRoy. Sadie and 
her mamma are going to be with us always.” 

“‘Well, mamma, I am glad to be even little Santa, and 
make us all so happy,” said Carrie. ‘““Wish I could give 
dear, old, big Santa a good hug, and tell him how glad we 
are. Oh, sadie, we will write him a letter!” 


| 
| 
| 


WEE WISDOM 


CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Pa aaittin radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


AST month you folks held your meeting so very 
quietly that I did not hear you and so missed 
out in having my little talk of Thanksgiving. 
This time I shall certainly get in a word on 
the subject of Christmas. It does seem a little 
early to be talking about Christmas, but never- 
theless it is almost time for Santa Claus to be 
coming with his loving gifts. The giving of 

presents and the receiving of them is not the real object of 

Christmas. Just picture a world dark and cold, selfish and 

unhappy, and imagine a great warming light coming to heal, 

comfort, cleanse and warm this desolate world. This is the 

Christ-child who was born over two thousand years ago, but 

who is born in every one of our hearts when we are willing 

to radiate the good that is in our power. 

The little gift, which you give those whom you love, 
is but the symbol of the love you feel for them. It is not 
that you should give such an expensive gift, but that you 
should send bushels and bushels of love with it. 

What is the matter with the Boosters this month? 
There were only a few letters. Perhaps you think that 
because I did not get to the last meeting, I do not really 
care about you! Well, you certainly are mistaken, for I 
love every one of you little Boosters and read every letter 
with happiness and joy. Of course I cannot answer each 
personally, but I wish that I had the time to do so. We 
could have such jolly little chats. Let’s have these same 
jolly little chats here in the Booster meetings right before 
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need rest of the Boosters. They would all enjoy them, 
ow. 

For the New Year’s number of WEE Wispom, I 
should love to see a report from every Booster Club. The 
reports must be here by December 15. Be sure to write 
me this month and tell me all the good things you are doing. 
Do you practice the Truth? Tell me about it—ROoyAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—It does seem so good to have WEE Wispom 
coming right along as a magazine intsead of a paper, for we can keep 
her together so much better now. We've had two of Mrs. Hardy's 
lessons on flowers and fruit, and our next lesson is to be a review on 
fruit. Somehow, we always like the review lesson the best of all. 
The Booster Club had a glorious time on Halloween, and had two 
visitors to share our good time with us. We all wore masks, and we 
took our lanterns and only went to places where we knew they wanted 
us to come, for we didn’t want to frighten anybody, not even for fun. 
After an hour we came back home and had lots of fun cracking nuts 
and eating candy. Mother took the milk out of a big cocoanut, then 
put it down on the inside of the circle of Boosters and everyone 
took just one whack at it to see who could break it as it went round 
the circle. They had lots of fun about it, for it was a tough nut. 
There were other kinds of nuts to crack and eat, too. Then the 
Boosters went over to a lady's house and stayed until ten o'clock. 
There was singing and music and some more to eat. The lady said 
we were “a pretty well-behaved bunch of children,” and she liked to 
have us come. Mother says it is nice to have people feel that way 
about the club, and she was sure we were much happier than if we 
had been in mischief as lots of the other children were. Good-bye. 

I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 

P.S.—We all think a heap of you, Mr. Royal, and don’t forget 

that we want to hear from you in WEE Wispom.—Ernest. 


That’s what I’d call a sensible way to celebrate Hal- 
loween. Halloween really means Holy Eve and originally 
was a time for supplying the needy with unlooked-for gifts. 
Ernest sends a “Pi Puzzle,”’ which he will need to explain 
before we are able to catch on. 


Clarence, Iowa. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI have not written for a long time because 
I have been too busy going to school and helping mamma and papa. 
I have three weeks of vacation now, so | will get time to write oftener. 
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I like the “Night-Time Songs” and “Ye Editor” best. I am going 
to learn the Seed poem. We have a very tame squirrel. Our dog 
Fido does not know that we want to keep it, and so he chases it up 
a tree. The squirrel begins to scold when Fido barks at him. We 
have some walnuts in a big basket near a tree, over which we put a 
wire to keep him from taking them. I watched him climb down the 
tree this morning. He climbed on the wire, then he tried to reach 
them but found out he could not; then he put his head through the 
wire and got one, and went up the tree and ate it. Last Sunday we 
watched him bury a walnut. First he dug a little hole, then he put 
the walnut in and covered it up. After that he patted it down and 
then he went up the tree. We went out and hunted about half an 
hour to find the place but could not. But he can find it all right. 
With love. Harold Ruther. 


When the cunning little planter fails to find his walnut, 
it finds a way out of its own shell in the spring, and there’s the 
beginning of a new walnut tree. 

La Jolla, Cal. 
Dear Wet Wispom—I am ten years old (or rather ten years 
young) and I am in the fourth grade. I go to the La Jolla public 
school. I have had three copies of Wee Wispom and like it very 
much. After I had the first one I forgot all about it, but when the 
second one came I began to look for the third, and oh, how long it 
seemed till it came! This is the last week in school and then we shall 
have a week's vacation for the Teachers’ Institute. I am going to try 
to get a Booster Club in La Jolla. It is three p. m. now, and I must 
copy this letter all over. I have to be at a lady’s house by four o'clock, 

so will close. From your true friend, Tleca Simpson. 


Success with your efforts at raising a Booster Club, 
Ileca. It’s easy to have sunshine in California, they say. 
Tacoma, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am oh! so glad that I receive you every 
time, but I do miss your little continued stories. I hope you can put 
some in soon. We have a little Sunday School at our schoolhouse 
every Sunday, from two-thirty to four, and the big girls have a class 
called “Pollyanna Glad Game Class.” We have our songs and 
motto, and we are doing our best to be Christ's children. I hope to 
see some continued stories in you next month for our class to read. 
You see, I am going to take you down to see all my friends Sundays, 
so they can know what a nice little book you really are. Your Wee, 
Zona Gough. 
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P. S.—You always get my name Lona instead of Zona. My first 
name begins with “Z,” the 26th letter of the alphabet. It is a funny 
name though, isn’t it?>—Zona. 


Mrs. Pettinger will please note Zona’s request for 
continued stories, and kindly fulfill her promise to furnish 
them on demand. We will try in future to hitch that 26th 
letter of the alphabet in front of Zona’s name. 

East Alion, 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI received the Booster pin and WEE 
Wispom papers. I gave them to my friends but none of them seemed 
to be interested. I have a few left and will give them to some other 
children. We have had Wee Wispom four years and think it is a 
fine paper. If I can get up a club, I am going to call it the “Glad 
Boosters.” I go to school every day and am in the sixth grade; am 
twelve years old. 1 will have to close, for it is half past nine, and is 
time to go to bed. I am ever so much obliged for the Booster pin. 

With love, from one of your Boosters, Della Hanfelder. 


Della, ‘spose you make a little party and invite those 
who would make good Boosters, and then tell them what it’s 
all about, and what WEE WiIsDoM stands for. They will 
all like to be glad and do loving things when you get them 
interested. 

Here is Billy Bumpus and Belle with a genuine Christ- 
mas greeting for us. May the good Saint of Christmas 
Eve be as generous with their stockings as they wished him 
to be with ours. 

Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wees—Billy Bumpus and I have decided to write together 
this time. He wants to tell you that he thinks it is much nicer to have 
a secretary than to write all his letters himself. We wish you a Merry 
Christmas and we hope that the stockings “Hung by the chimney with 
care” are quite full of the things that you want most. Billy had a 
little tree all for himself last Christmas and was quite proud of it 
too. With best wishes for a Merry Christmas and a Happy New 

Year to you all, we are, Yours lovingly, 

Mary Belle Johnston and Billy Bumpus 1. 

Battle Creek, Mich. 
Dear Mrs. Fillmore—I have a baby brother that any little girl 
would be proud of. His hair is going to be curly, and mamma is very 
glad. As for me, I love him with all my heart, but I don’t love 
him better than I do you. But say, I must not forget to tell you about 
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a picture that papa bought for me. It is about the birth of Jesus. 
Oh, say! we have a fur robe for baby. It is white and warm, and I 
have been combing it, and it makes it very pretty. Well, I guess that's 
all. Lovingly, Dorothy Femm. 


Aren’t we glad for Dorothy! How fortunate for 
that dear little weekins that he chose the Femm family, and 
a little sister that is true as gold with no end to her loving. 

East Boston, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I like you very much. I enjoy looking at 
the letters of the Booster Club, of which I would like to be a member. 
I am inclosing fifty cenis to renew my subscription. Your sincere 


friend, Muriel Crosby. 


WeEeE WispDoo is very glad to continue her visits to 
Muriel’s home, and the Boosters give her a glad welcome to 
their club. 

We are glad to hear from our old-time Wisdom, Etta 
Gibbs. Her poem is more grownup than her first contr- 
butions. We shall like to have her continue with us. 

. Nucla, Colo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending you a little poem which | 
would feel honored to see printed in your magazine. Perhaps you 
will feel better acquainted with me if I tell you that I was formerly 
Etta Gibbs. I enjoy WEE Wispom as much as ever although I am 
nineteen years of age. Hoping to see my poem in print and wishing 
you all kinds of happiness and good fortune, I am very sincerely, 
Etta M. Nielsen. 
I WOULD NOT 
Erra M. 


I would not seek to cause my brother pain, 

But rather, I would shield him from the blow. 

How deep the dart would pierce his wounded soul, 
I cannot know. 


I would not care to speak with blame and scorn. 
Of actions done in earthly walks below. 
What motive moves my brother to his deed. 

I do not know. 


I would not wish to look with callous heart 

Upon a broken life of grief and woe. 

O brother! I would only love thee more! 
Could I but know. 
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And Father, when thou lookest from on high, 

And see thy children that have fallen low, 

Help us to love them, and to understand; 
Help us to know. 


THE PINE TREE AND THE SEA 


Lucy CHARLTON KELLERHOUSE 


AR UP in the north country a pine tree grew; 
and near by nestled a little spring, as if for 
company. Year by year the pine tree grew 
taller, until it seemed to the little spring that 
he must surely touch the sky; yet gazing down, 
the pine tree could see his straight stem and 
green branches reflected in the shining pool. 

“Yes, I hold you in my heart,” whis- 
pered the little spring; “the higher you soar above me, the 
deeper I hold you in my heart.” 

“Do you remember,” asked the pine tree, “how I 
reached up my arms to the sky and called you out of the 
clouds >” 

“T remember,” replied the little spring. 

“And still I and my brothers in the forest, reaching up 
our arms, call down the rain that you may live,” continued 
the pine tree. 

“*And because you called me and cherish me, I love 
you!” cried the little spring. “I hide among your roots be- 
cause it is a safe resting place and that I may live and fulfill 
my destiny. Instead of rushing madly to destruction through 
the valley, I creep softly up from my safe home under- 
ground, slipping, ever slipping, in a steady little stream to- 
ward the sea, ever toward the sea.” 

Then the pine tree, looking at the little spring intently, 
saw that a tiny stream went trickling away through the moss 
and around and over the stones. 

“*And so you go at last to the sea,”’ repeated the pine 
tree; ‘‘tell me about the sea.” 

“‘Listen,”” answered the spring, “and I will tell you all 
about the distant sea.” 

So the pine tree listened while the spring told the story 
of the sea. He held his boughs still, still as a cloudless sky, 
while the spring told the story of the sea. 
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“‘And that is where I am always going—toward the 
sea,” concluded the little spring. 

And then the boughs of the pine tree, silent so long, 
began to stir and whisper, to talk about the sea. And ever 
after, as the pine tree stood there, he talked continuously of 
the sea. Even on days when the wind was napping on the 
hillside, the pine boughs murmured restlessly; and the little 
spring, holding his image in her heart, had always his song 
in her ear, and always it was the song of the sea. 

But one day, when the pine boughs were white, the 
still forest became suddenly alive with the sounds of hacking 
and sawing and crashing. 

“The time has come for me to go,” cried the pine tree 
to the spring, “for some trees must remain in the forest and 
some must go forth into the world. My turn has come to 
go. 

And so the little spring unloosed her arms from his 
image in her heart. 

“T, too, go to the sea,”” the pine tree said, as he was 
laid low beside the spring. 

““Good-by!”” sighed the little spring, touching a green 
bough with her lips. 

And then he was taken away, out of the stricken 
forest; and the wide eye of the little spring, upward gazing, 
saw no more the green pine boughs that had shaded her. 
Straight into the sky, whence he had called her, she stared; 
and as the tiny stream went trickling away, no one knew that 
it was the spring weeping for the pine tree. Att last one day 
her full heart overflowed, and. the soul of the little spring 
slipped out of the mossy basin beside the bare pine stiump. 
Away she went, over sand and stones, under budding bushes 
and among springing ferns, out of the lonely forest, and on 
toward the sea. 

On her way to the sea, the little spring became a wide 
and beautiful stream, spreading blessing through orchard 
and field; she sprang down the rocks in cascades, twirling 
the mill wheels as she went; as a broad and mighty river she 
swept through the land, giving bounty to the cities of men. 

At last she found herself in the harbor of a great city, 
deep and free for noble ships. A vessel loitered at the dock, 
and many things which Man values and which the forest 
gives him, were being loaded into its hold. When the vessel 
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was full of its cargo, the ropes were loosed and it started on 
its way, for the wind was kind to the spreading sails. As 
the ship bore on its way, the river current widened into a 
bay; then the little spring that had come from the far hill- 
side clapped her hands and laughed, for the smell of the 
salt was in the air. Wider and wider grew the bay as the 
land shrank farther and farther away and slipped at length 
below the horizon. There was no bounds now to the great 
expanse of water; her heart beat with joy, for she had found 
her home at last, and was one with the wide sea! 

Far, far away circled the horizon, beyond which the 
ships must journey to distant ports. A glory of color flamed 
in the sky where the sun had said goodnight; and as the 
wind, too, sank to rest, the waves lay down and the sails 
hung still, and the glory in the sky spread all around in the 
wide, silent sea. Ship and sky were mirrored in the quiet 
sea, even as, in the far forest, the little spring used to hold 
the picture of the pine tree in her heart. Far down shot the 
masts of the ship floating downward through the water; but 
one among them, the proudest and tallest of them all, seemed 
to pierce the very heart of the sea; and the soul of the little 
spring, twining her arms around it, whispered, ““So you, too, 
have come from the forest—your home and mine?” 

“*And so I have found you at last!”’ cried the pine tree 
joyfully. 

**And still you reach up, toward the sky,” she laughed. 

“‘Always I point toward the sky,” the pine tree said, 
“yet ever I find myself in your heart.” 

And the sea replied, ““The height of your aspiration 
only measures the depth of my love.” 


Dickory, dickory, dock; 
What a funny clock— 
To run without feet, 
To walk while it stands. 
With two busy hands 
And no fingers at all. 
A face without head, 
And yet it is said 

It knows all the time. 


—Manue. 
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FACTS ABOUT THE BIBLE 


It is as yet an unsolved problem just how to interest 
our children in the Scriptures. One thing is clear, however, 
and that is that they should be taught the origin of this old 
and wonderful book we call the Bible. Some of us were 
taught that the Bible was written under the direct inspiration 
of God and that he literally dictated every word of it to the 
men who wrote the Bible. 

One who has made the study of the Scriptures his life 
work gives as a summing up of human investigation that the 
Bible is not a book, but a library of sixty-six books, and 
that the books that make up this library were written, some 
of them, at intervals of a hundred years. These books were 
collected by human hands long after their writers were 
— and gone” and were bound together and called “‘the 

ible.” 

The Bible is a product of religion, rather than the 
cause of it. These authors had no idea they were writing a 
Bible; they were only giving expression to the glimpses their 
souls caught of the higher Life and its Source, for it is and 
always has been true that ‘“There is a Spirit in man, and the 
inspiration of the Almighty giveth him understanding.” 

The historical books came out of facts; the devotional 
ones came out of the Soul’s experiences and visions; the 
letters came out of circumstances, and the gospels out of all 


three. This is the origin of the Bible. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 12 
JEHOVAH YEARNS OVER BACKSLIDING ISRAEL— 
Hosea 11:1-I1. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/ drew them with cords of a man, 
with bands of love.—Hosea 11:4. 

The yearning of Jehovah over Israel is the central idea 
of this lesson. 

Jehovah is the great, brooding, divine Love which 
stands ready to comfort the Israelites as soon as they will 
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turn from their backsliding. If we know a thing is right 
and true, and we start to do it but are turned aside, or forget 
our objest, that is backsliding. Israel had known the true 
God, but had forgotten and turned aside. The people had 
sinned, which means “‘falling short of the mark.” They 
were not living the highest life they knew. Israel, you 
know, is pronounced as though it were spelled is-real. 
When we depart from the way that is real and turn, our 
lives will be out of harmony. We will lack many of the 
good things which are rightfully ours. They will not be 
taken away from us, but we will shut ourselves away from 
them, by believing in unreal things. We punish ourselves 
by going against the law of Spirit, but when we come back 
to the real and allow only the Truth to enter our minds, our 
lives will be full of happiness again. All good which be- 
longs to us as children of God, will come to us because we 
are obeying the Divine Law. 
Love and Wisdom guide me. 


Lesson 12. DECEMBER 19 


THE FALL AND CAPTIVITY OF ISRAEL.—Il Kings 
17:7-14, 18. 


GoLDEN TExT—He that being often reproved hard- 
eneth his neck shall suddenly be destroyed.—Prov. 29:1. 


Israel had been captive in Egypt. Jehovah had led 
them out of this captivity, but in spite of this, Israel had 
sinned against Jehovah. Egypt means darkness and igno- 
rance, but Jehovah had brought them into the light and 
taught them the true way of living. But Israel had set up 
images to false gods. The people had set pillars in the high 
places and burned incense to unreal gods. They gave all 
their high places where they should have worshiped the true 
to the untrue. ; 

If we give our best thought and energy to believing in 
something unreal, like lack of health, then we are sinning 
even as Israel did. We should keep our “high places,” 
which are our mind and soul, full of pure, true worship of 
the real. Then will there be no room for incense burning to 
the unreal god, lack. 

Say often, Only the Good is true. 
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Lesson 13, DECEMBER 26 
JEHOVAH'S GRACIOUS PROMISES TO ISRAEL— 


Review. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Jehovah is merciful and gracious, 
slow to anger and abundant in loving kindness.—Ps. 103:8. 


The lessons of the last quarter, as a whole, convey 
clearly the great truth that Jehovah is a brooding, universal 
Love. Jehovah neither punishes nor rewards, does not 
withdraw his presence nor restrain it. Jehovah is as the 
sunshine is. We, of our own accord, either shut it out or 
admit it. When we speak of worshiping God, let us be 
certain we are acknowledging the real Jehovah, not setting 
up images as did Israel. If we are thinking of God as one 
who punishes us when we sin, then are we worshiping a 
false god. We inflict our own punishments when we break 
the Divine Law, just as we gain our own rewards when we 
obey it. 

Does the fire become angry and burn us when we 
thrust our fingers into it> We know that fire is always hot. 

e also-know, that when we are acquainted with its nature 
and uses, it can be made to help us greatly. It is only when 
used in the wrong way that it becomes harmful. But the 
fire does not punish us; it is the same good fire all the time. 
This is true of Jehovah, and when we understand this and 
obey the Divine Law, we are worshiping the one true God. 

Love is the fulfillment of the Law. 


Lesson |, JANUARY 2, 1916 
THE ASCENDING LORD—Acts_ 1:1-14. 


GoLpDEN TExT—When He ascended on high, he led 
captivity captive, and gave gifts unto men.—Eph. 4:8. 

When Jesus appeared unto his disciples he commanded 
them to,be witnesses unto him in the uttermost parts of 
the earth. The same Spirit which was in Jesus is in each 
one of us. We can all be witnesses unto him by letting the 
Christ Spirit manifest in us. Being witnesses unto Jesus 
means witnessing the truth of what he taught. We should 
allow only good, true, loving thoughts to enter our minds, 
and we should keep this temple of the living God (our 
bodies) pure and holy. If we allow the Christ Spirit within 


WEE WISDOM 29 


to lead us, our bodies will glow with health, and our lives be 
filled with joy. This is the highest way to prove the truth 
of the gospel that Jesus Christ taught and thus be witnesses 
unto men. 

I am the light of the world. 


MY PA AND I 


My pa, he didn’t go downtown 
Last evening after tea, 

But got a book and settled down 
As comfy as could be. 

I'll tell you I was offul glad 
To have my pa about, 

To answer all the things I had 
Been tryin’ to find out. 


And so I asked him why the world 
Was round, instead of square? 

And why the piggies’ tails are curled? 
And why fish don’t breathe ait. 

And why the moon don’t hit a star? 
And why the dark is black, 

And just how many birds there are? 
And will the wind come back? 


And why does the water stay in wells> 
And why do June bugs hum? 

And what’s the roar I hear in shells > 
And when will Christmas come? 

And why the grass is always green, 
Instead of sometimes blue > 

And why a bean will grow a bean, 
And not an apple, too? 


And why a horse can’t learn to moo? 
And why a cow can’t neigh? 
And do the fairies live on dew? 
And what makes hair grow gray? 
And then my pa got up, an’, gee! 
The offul words he said! 
I hadn’t done a thing, but he 
Jes’ sent me off to bed. 
—Woman’s National Weekly. 
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SANTA’S SECRET 
EvizasETH M. JoHNson 


Little Boy Blue, 

How do you do? 

From my home in the earth, 
In the center of mirth, 

I heard such a noise 

From the girls and the boys, 
That I came out to see 
What on earth it could be. 
And I met such a sight! 
Looking up at the skies, 
Thousands of eyes, 

Set in merry, round faces, 
Filling all of the spaces 

Of the great round earth. 


Every eye held a question, 
A wish, a suggestion; 
And, would you believe it? 
I’ve answered them all! 
Just look in your stocking 
And count up your store; 
To tell the plain truth, 
Could you use any more? 


Now I'll tell you a secret 
That will bring all good things; 
It is known to the fairies 

o wait upon kings. 
Be sure to say it 
For all things you need; 
It will meet all your wants, 


And do it with speed. 


“I Am God’s 


Happy, 


Healthy, 
Loving, 
Strong, 
Wise Child.” 


—Santa Claus. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


Do you know the crackle of an 
open wood fire just makes stories pop 
into my head. At our house we love 
an open fire, and on the nights when 
daddy brings out the fire screen we 
never linger over dinner. Sometimes we 
have apples and pop-corn for dessert, 
and eat them in front of the fire. 

Last night we had the merriest time! 
The flames danced and leaped so high 
and the logs crackled so loud that we laughed and sang to 
keep them company. When sleepy time came and Curtis 
had put on his pajamas, the fire had quieted down and there 
were no yellow flames leaping now, but a dull red glow 
that made the room all rosy and warm. Curtis begged to 
watch it just a “‘yittle’” longer and cuddled down in my lap 
and asked for a story. So as we rocked back and forth in 
the soft, warm glow, I watched the red of the dying fire 
and what do you think I saw> A Christmas tree, and a 
baby lay in a manger filled with straw. And I thought of 
the Christmas story old, my mother had told to me, and I 
told it just as my mother had done, to the boy upon my knee. 

“It was years ago, on a starry night, as the shepherds 
watched their sheep, that a blinding light aroused the guard, 
and those who had been asleep. They awoke and their 
hearts were beating fast, and they hid their eyes in fear, 
when a voice so low and sweet, announced in accents clear, 
that unto men a babe was born in David's city fair, and they 
would find him lying within a manger there. And then the 
angel went away, the shepherds traveled far, and in the 
sky to guide them, there came a big, bright star. “Then 
right above the stable it stood to point the way, and the 
joyous shepherds entered where the Christ child lay.” 

This is the Christmas story as it was told to me, and 
just as I retold it to the boy upon my knee. And now the 
eyelids heavy o’er eyes of brown closed tight, so I tucked 
him in his beddie and whispered soft, ‘““Good-night!” 
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WHO GAVE US CHRISTMAS? 


Two little boys were hard at play 

With Christmas toys one Christmas day, 
When suddenly there came a pause, 

And Charlie said, ““Who’s Santa Claus?” 
““Why,”” answered Georgie, “don’t you know? 
He brought us Christmas long ago.” 
Then Dolly, from her corner, quick 
Exclaimed, ‘“‘Oh, no! it was St. Nick.” 
And Ernest cried, ““Oh, Doll, for shame! 
Kris Kringle was the man’s right name.” 
““Why, children dear’ —and Hannah’s eyes 
Were filled with wonder and surprise— 
““Who gave us Christmas? is it true 

That no one ever told to you? 

Long years ago, my dears, one morn 

A babe was in a manger born, 

And shepherds, watching through the night, 
Saw all the heavens filled with light; 
Heard angels sing in shining throng, 

“Peace and good will’—their happy song— 
‘For unto us a Christ is born!’ 

And that was our first Christmas morn. 
Now Jesus was the infant’s name. 

Led by a star, three wise men came, 

And journeyed to this distant place 

To look upon the infant’s face; 

Brought gifts of gold and perfume sweet 
To shower at the Christ-child’s feet. 

And so, my dears, for his dear sake 

At Christmas time we give and take. 

And with our gifts we seek to bless 

The world with joy and happiness.” 
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THE STAR OF CHRISTMAS NIGHT 


CATHERINE WALLACE 
Tell it, O star of Bethlehem, the story of this birth, 


How Christ was born on that wonderful morn, 
Bringing peace to men on earth. 

Sing loud, O unseen angels, 

Shining with radiant light; 


Your notes will ring and your voices sing 
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To the listening world tonight. 3 
Bend low, ye singing angels, 

Tell it, ye spirits of light; 

How the star notes rang and the angels sang 

On that first Christmas night. 

Tell it, O star of Bethlehem; 

Sing, ye angels of light; 

For my lonely heart knows only a part 

Of the secret of Christmas night. 5 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 

page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 

store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 

traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 

receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 

WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


ST-CHILD SONG 


THE CHR 
woe Lill 77 
Oh, is this not a wondrous thing, a lit - tle Christ Child dear, 
And as we meet in hap-py band, we teel so glad to sing. 
— 
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To dwell in each and ev'r- y heart and 


Sweet hymnsof praise in cheerful lays doth 


drive a way, the fear? 


sweetest mu - sic bring. 


3. To every one within our reach 
We quick obedience show, 
And thus in reaching out in love, 


Love unto us doth flow. 


. Come one and all and join us then, 


For every one we need, 
’Tis not enough that we should rea 
We all must sow some seed. —Emilie. 
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